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Hot Pink Chili Peppers 


Author's Notes: 
Story starts with a small "intro" featuring Chad and Flea but the main story is in my usual John / Josh 
universe. 


If anyone wonders, this is an actual picture on their Instagram account from this January. 


"So what's the verdict?," Chad asked. 


Flea was sitting by the swimming pool in Chad's backyard, sipping on his ice tea and scrolling down his phone. 
Just watching his facial expressions and the little noises and tsk-tsk sighs he was making every now and then 
was entertaining enough but Chad wanted to know if he had won their bet. 


Flea had been deeply focused on reviewing the comments on their Instagram account since the infamous pink 
Ibanez picture of Josh had been posted two days earlier. Chad had bet that the photo would garner mainly 
positive attention while Flea had said that the usual trolls and anti-fans would unfortunately outnumber the 


real fans. 


"Hard to say.. Its quite divided. Looks like more positive than negative but the negative ones.. Are pretty 
negative," Flea admitted. 


"Jesus Christ.. But why?" 


"Those haters already compare them all the time, so him going on stage with a flashy early John era guitar.. 
That was bound to happen" 


Chad scratched his stubbly chin He sat up and went around the bench on which Flea was sitting. He took off 


his aviator shades and peaked over his shoulder. 
"Did you count the good comments?" 

Flea looked up at Chad with his big blue eyes. 
"Count?" 

"Yes, so we know for sure that | won" 


"There are more than 5001," Flea exclaimed. "No, I'm just roughly estimating. I'll ask management to tell us. | 


think they have a tool they use to check comments content on our media pages and make stats with them." 


Chad took Flea's phone from his hand. "Who cares about the bad comments? The post has more than 80,000 


likes." 

"True. Let's say you won" 

"That means you owe me a beer," Chad said with a big grin 

"That will be with pleasure." 

"Does the kid know they put this photo on the band's page?," Chad asked. 
Flea took his phone back and put it on the table. 

"You need to find him a new nickname. He's turning 40 this year." 

Chad shrugged. 

"So? He's still the youngest" 


"He doesn't want to know what we put online, you know it. He said it so many times. And we know he doesn't 


google himself. Good for him." 


"Yeah, well.. Still.. He might hear comments. 
"Don't go tease him with this." 
"| like to tease him," Chad snickered. 


"Like we hadn't noticed" 


KKE 
The same afternoon, thirty miles away from Chad's place, in John's home: 


Josh was enjoying the warmth of an above average late January day under the shadow of an oversize 
umbrella. This was his favorite spot in John's house, although technically, it was not John's house since it was 
outside. The backyard and patio area were giving off a cozy feeling of seclusion from the rest of the world 


thanks to John's overgrown palm trees and shrubs. 


The current Peppers guitarist was normally oblivious to what was published online about the band. He lived by 
this one rule that had stuck with him since he had taken John's place in the band: Dont google yourself, don’t 
check the official RHCP or fans' Facebook pages nor the many Instagram accounts listing him or the band, officially 


or not 


It wasn't always easy to ignore all the media hype but it was for the best. He knew all too well what was said 
about him. Sure, there were a lot of positive things being written about him and the band. Not reading these 
was a conscious attempt at trying to keep his head levelled and his ego in check. There were also many nasty 


things being said and written. He didn't care about those but he also didn't need the toxic vibes that these 


comments could leave in their wakes. 


This time, though, for some reasons, he had broken the rule. He had given in and checked the band's Instagram 
page after receiving a text from his mother telling him he had "the cutest new guitar." Josh had been highly 
intrigued by the comment. He knew his parents were following news about him or the band but it was rare 
they commented back to him on anything. His mother had however started to use whatsapp and was practicing 
her texting skills by messaging him almost every day since two weeks. Josh had resisted for 24 hours, when 
she had sent him one of the pictures that had been shot of him on stage playing a hot pink guitar. When she 
had followed up with another message earlier that day, he had been too tempted. He should have known better 
than to click on the link she had sent him but he had done it and of course, he had taken a peak at the 


myriads of comments under the photo. He had however managed to stop after reading a dozen 


Josh sighed and eventually hid his phone under the big pillow of the two-person day bed he and John were 


lounging on. 


"Why did | even think it was a good idea?," he said out loud to himself. 
"What?," John said as he continued to watch one of his cats clumsily chase a bumble bee in his lavender patch. 


Since Josh didn't reply, John turned around to see what was up with his boyfriend Josh was lying on his back, 
with one arm above his head. 


"Nevermind." 

John chuckled He sat up and made Josh's sun glasses slide down his pointy nose. 

"You're sulking? What now?" 

Josh gave him his best pouty expression and reached with his other arm under his pillow to retrieve his 
phone. He unlocked it and showed him the screen which was still displaying a never-ending string of comments 


and colorful emoticons. 


John didn't know what he was reading about so he took the phone and scrolled up the page to see the picture 
that had triggered all the comments. A smile lit up his face when he saw the photo. 


"Good choice, babe. That guitar looks good on you." 


"Apparently, a few hundred people think it'd look much better on you," Josh replied while putting his sun 


glasses back in place. 

"Maybe, but they have shitty taste." 

Josh smirked at the remark but it lasted just a few seconds. 

"Don't read the comments, please," he told John 

"| thought you were not looking yourself up." 

"| wasn't. It was an accident." 

John began to laugh. 

"Right... How do you end up looking at your band's Instagram account latest post by accident?" 


"My mother sent me a strange comment about my new ‘cute’ guitar with a link and a pic. | clicked on it to see 
what she meant and where she got that from." 


John nodded while he continued to read. "How's your mom, by the way? | like her. Tell her | said hi." 


"Shut up and gimme back my phone." 


John laughed some more and scooted away from Josh's reach so he could continue to check the feedback left 


by several hundreds of people. 

John loved computers and technology but not social media. He wasn't very familiar with Instagram and how 
much attention a picture like that could get so he was pretty impressed to note that there were more than 
500 comments on it. 

“People are really commenting like that on any picture that gets uploaded?," he wondered. 

"Depends on the picture but.. Yes, in general, the account gets a lot of hits, | hear." 

"Some of the comments are so stupid," John continued. 

"That's why you shouldn't waste your time reading them." 

"No, wait.. It's crazy..." 

The more he read, the more amazed he got at the content generated by this simple picture. After a few 
minutes, he was laughing and started to read to Josh a curated collection of the most interesting or inept 


comments posted by the band's followers. 


"Someone says | wouldn't approve of this guitar choice.. This girl says you shouldn't be playing early Peppers 


songs because you're not John. Wow, that's deep," he snickered. 

‘Its the usual same crap. | don't want to hear about it 

John was still laughing though and continued, bewildered by some of the random feedback people posted 
"There's someone saying the guitar is ‘too gay’.. Oh, and | guess its worth mentioning that someone else says 
that if you have to wear sneakers with bright yellow soles, you could have at least taken the yellow version of 
the JEM, so it would match." 

Josh frowned. 


OW Go ey even Know wnat color My Sneakers soles are‘! 
"How do they even know what color my sneakers’ soles are?!" 


"The picture was taken from the pit in front of the stage, right when you lift your foot from the pedal, | 


guess. See?" 


Josh looked briefly at the screen and rolled his eyes, which had little of the desired effect since his gaze was 


hidden by his dark brown shades. 


"Of course, this is nothing compared to the very large pro Fender crowd who thinks you're the antichrist now 


you sold your soul and became - and | quote - a 80s hairband wannabe shredder" 

"Enough," Josh whined. "I knew they'd hate it. Why did our management put that pic on our account? Of course 
that reminds everyone of you when you had started with the band and played an Ibanez and they won't miss 
the opportunity to tell the whole world once more that l'm just not as good and talented and wonderful and 
godlike as you." 


John glanced at Josh's fed up face and put the phone aside. He could see his Josh's patience was wearing thin 


and he didn't want to ruin the afternoon 
"There are plenty of idiots around, nothing you or | can do about that." 
John ran his hand into Josh's hair soothingly. 


"There were also quite a lot of good and pretty accurate comments," John said as he crawled on top of Josh. 


"They're right when they say you're much better looking than | ever was.’ 

Josh blushed and pulled John's face closer to his. 

"No, they're wrong about that too. You were always so sexy when you were on stage." 

John took Josh's sun glasses off and held his chin up to look him in the eyes. 

"That's funny to hear you say that ‘couse when you were with us Touring at the end, | was so relieved you 
were a bit behind on stage and | didn't see you too much because I'd get a boner most of the concert 
watching you play and thinking about you and the things | wanted to do to you..” 

Josh's eyes widened. 


"You did? We were not even.. Doing anything back then" 


"Yeah, on purpose. | would have been too distracted. | knew it would be the last tour for me. | knew I'd leave... | 


didn't want to screw up before leaving, so | waited." 
John took Josh's lips and planted a slow and deep kiss on his lover's mouth. 


"Imagine what all those people who comment on the account would say if they saw us right now?," Josh 
breathed against John's mouth. 


I'd rather imagine what your mom would say if she saw us right now," John quipped back with a sly smile. 


"Asshole," Josh said without managing to stay serious either. 
John's smile grew wider. 


"Yours or mine, baby?" 


